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Summary: You just wanted to pee. But you just had to go downstairs 
and try and fight off burglars. *second person POV* 


Midnight Break-ins 

You can hear the deep breathing of your roommate in your new home. 
The smell of plaster is all around you, and you can't decide if you 
want to sleep or pee. You can see the dim lighting of the hallway, 
and something pounds in your bladder. You let loose a small groan- 
_"Blerrghhh, " _and clamber out of bed. 

_'So much for deep sleeping.' _You think. You tiptoe down the hall, 
careful not to wake your dog, and slip into the bathroom. You flick 
the light switch on, and look at your self in the mirror. Your hair 
is tousled (most definitely not in a cute way) and there are deep 
purple rings under your eyes. You groan again and take your little 
wee-wee . 

As you finish up, you hear a small rustle from downstairs. Thinking 
nothing of it, you finish washing your hands, and just as you leave 
the bathroom you hear a whispered _'shit' _from downstairs. Mere 
seconds after hearing that, there's a clatter of metal hitting the 
floor . 

Your hands barely cover your mouth before you scream. They don't 
muffle much of the scream you let loose, and you can almost _see_ 
whoever it is downstairs freeze. 

You're back in your bed before you can comprehend what's going on. 
The sheets are pulled up to your chin, and you can only guess how 
wide your eyes must be. 

_'It could be burglars, or a monster like Cassie warned you about 
when you were nine, or that creepy old lady who gives candy to you, 
or-' _You shut your brain up. 



_'There are no such thing as monsters, and little old ladies can't 
get in here.' _You rationalize your racing thoughts. The only thing 
that they could be are really stupid, clumsy, idiot burglars. You 
chuckle a little (probably because you're going insane from fear of 
being MURDERED) and get out of bed once more. The floor is ice-cold 
(how did you just notice that?) and the air of the new house is 
stale . 

Your door creaks loudly and you wince at the moan of the floorboards. 
_' Stupid new house... why the hell are you creaking if you're new?' 


While discovering idiotic burglars, you've also found that the new 
apartment is absolute shit. You grab a small box in the far corner of 
your hallway and pull out your nun-chucks from your old karate class. 
_'You can't wake your dog or roommate., so you've got to take 'em on 
your own . ' _ 

You can't really figure out _what _the _hell_ you're thinking. All 
you know right now is that you heard some burglars, got scared, then 
got un-scared. 

You firmly hold them in your hand and go down the stairs. To your 
surprise, they're the only thing in the house that doesn't creak. 
Still, your feet barely touch the wood, and your hand is practically 
_glued_ to the hand rail. You peek around the corner of the second 
flight's landing, trying to see through the blackness of the family 
room . 

_'I should've brought a flashlight.' _You think, too late. Oh well, 
can't go back now. You creep into the family room, and squint around, 
looking for this dude. After a split second debate, you spread out 
you arms and try to feel for him. 

After a few minutes, you decide that he/she isn't in here. Still 
having a death grip on your nun-chucks, you continue through each 
room until you stop at the kitchen. You squint through the dark and 
groan. "Ugghhh!" 

In a fit of anger (you woke up at almost _4_ in the morning for 
nothing?) you slam your hand across the wall and your hand hits the 
light switch. 

The light flickered to life, and a tall teen with dark hair is right 
in front of you. She raises her head, and looks at you with fear in 
her blue eyes (just for a split-second, though) before snapping up. 

In a few seconds, before you can even process there actually is 
someone in you house, she's at your neck with a jagged-looking 
knife . 

Your idea of defending yourself with some nun-chucks is thrown 
straight out of the window. The horror that any normal person would 
feel is taking much to long to reach your brain. You can't comprehend 
what's going on. 

And then, just like a wall, it slams into you face first. You finally 
realize that, _'HOLY CRAP I'M BEING HELD AGAINST A WALL BY A 15 YEAR 
OLD WITH A KNIEE'_ and you whimper, before hot tears streak their way 
down your face. One drops onto the crazy's knife, and you guess that 
she finally realized that she was holding a small 19 year old against 



her will. She lowers her knife, and offers you a small smile. 


"Sorry 'bout that." She says (quite loudly, actually). "Just those 
actually quite useful reflexes. I'm sure you can understand." 

You stare at her in disbelief, not comprehending (again!) what was 
going on. As if your head was disconnected to your brain, you nod and 
slide down to the floor. You keep your eyes on hers, making sure that 
she wouldn't suddenly pull out a katana and slit your throat. 

She keeps that weird face on, though. Her expression reminds you of 
your rude and annoying gym teacher from 11th grade. Cross, but trying 
to be friendly. You really didn't trust her. 

"Wh-who.. who th-the _hell _are you?" You manage to croak out. Your 
voice is dry and sandy, and you suddenly need a drink of water. 

The girl raises her eyebrows. "You don't know? Didn't Chiron tell 
you?" She looks confused, and instead of running away, taking you 
chance to get the hell outta there, you squeeze your eyes shut. Your 
head is spinning, and you can't feel a thing. 

"Who is this _Chiron _guy you're talking about?" You say, gritting 
your teeth. You start the 'I'm angry as fuck' part of being robbed. 
"Look, little girl, I think you need to re-evaluate your life 
decisions. You DO NOT GO INTO PEOPLE'S HOUSES AND ROB THEM! You hear? 
I'm calling the police!" 

You reach into the pocket of your sweats, expecting to have your 
phone in there. So it comes as a surprise to you when you pull 
nothing but air out. You go wide-eyed, and the girl smiles smugly at 
you. She backs you up again. "Are you _positive _that you didn't get 
any mail, or a message in your head?" 

Not sure what else you can do (being cornered and all) you nod your 
head 'yes' . 

The girl frowns. "Okay... what's you name?" 

Your voice comes back out as the stutter that you despise. "It-it's 
Taylor." The second you tell her your name, her eyes go wider than 
before, and she groans. She lowers her head and bangs it into the 
wall beside you and sighs. 

"Of course I would choose the wrong person..." She mutters. "Can you 
tell me where I am right now?" 

Again, as if your against your own will, you pull out a small 
sentence. "24 Baseline Road." 

The girl closes her eyes. "And the state..." 

You frown at the question. "C-Co-Colorado . " 

The girl literally threw herself at your pantry. "Perseus _fucking 
_Jackson!" She throws open your pantry door (and you wince, 'cause it 
was made of glass) and pulls out a boy with hair as dark as hers, and 
he looked about 17-ish. The girl slapped him across the face. 

"PERCY YOU IDIOT!" She shrieked. "What did the letter say?" 



The boy, (Percy, you guessed?) shrunk down. "Thalia, I told you I'm 
not good with directions!" He whined. 


Thalia glared at him, and electricity (almost) looked like it sparked 
from her eyes. "What did it say, _Percy."_ She demanded. 

Percy pulled out a small slip out of his pocket. "24 Colorado 
Boulevard... California." 

The girls 's eyes sparked, and her hands... glowed? 

"What the _fuck_ is wrong with you, Jackson? California!? I'm about 
to cave your head in, now." 

You could sense a fight, and you should've moved. They were 
preoccupied, and no one would notice you. You could've just crept out 
the door, which had been left open. You could've literally leaped out 
of your open kitchen and they wouldn't have noticed. 

But you don't. You sit there, leaning against the wall, and watch the 
poor boy (Percy, right?) get his ass kicked. 

The girls hands are actually for _sure _glowing now. They're shooting 
sparks, and her eyes are... glowing? 

You start to think about leaving, and wonder if this is a dream, in 
which case the Alpacas should start arriving soon. 

You can almost see the boy, Percy sweating, and there's something 
like regret in his eyes. 

"Come _on _Thalia. Remember what happened last time we fought?" 
Percy's eyes were almost pleading, and you do _not _want to know what 
happened the last time they fought. You consider getting up and 
trying to stop Thalia, but at the second you overcome your fear of 
being blasted into smithereens, she screams. 

It's an awful noise, and you can't believe that you're roommate 
hasn't woken up yet. Sparks fly everywhere, and the light drains from 
your light bulb into Percy. You're screaming, the girl (Thalia?) is 
screaming, and Percy's screaming. 

Thalia rushes over, and turns Percy over. "Oh my gods. 
Ohmygodsohmygods Percy are you okay? Percy? PERCY? ! " Thalia looks 
like she wants to punch her own lights out. 

Percy groans. His shirt and face are covered in soot, and he looks 
absolutely terrible. 

You're glued to the floor, your eyes are as big as a dolls, and you 
can't move. You've just seen a girl take the light out of your 
ceiling and blast some poor kid and this is the absolute weirdest 
shitty night ever. 

You try to move, but you're in shock. Your throat is parched, and 
everything is blurry. You're waiting for your roommate to wake up, to 
help you out of this mess called a night, but you can't hear 
footsteps or, anything for that matter. 



Thalia stomps over to you, and grabs you by the arm. She shrugs you 
up, and then you're leaning on her. She says (quite harshly, 
actually) into your face, 

"Can you fix him? You're studying at a university, right? He's fine, 
_right? RIGHT? !_" 

You wish you could say something to save yourself, to stop this 
short-tempered mess who kills her friends then asks people to bring 
them back to life. You still can't see (everything is _blurry!_) but 
at least you can hear. You try to nod, but your neck won't move. You 
open your mouth, and a word that should barely count as a word comes 
out . 

"..yeeah." Your voice is still quaky and sounds worse than a knife on 
a bottle. 

You stumble over to the boy, and figure that 5 years of studying 
medical book and a year in college should be enough for him to 
function again. Then you can (hopefully) drive him to the hospital 
and this mutant alien lightning girl can go to jail. The boy, too, 
because he broke into your house. 

That's enough motivation for you to kneel beside him and check his 
pulse. It's steady, much to your surprise, and you start working on 
him. You wipe of his face, definitely expecting at _least _lst degree 
burns. Again, there's _nothing _there. 

_What ? !_ 

You can't believe your eyes. There's nothing there, but some soot, 
which shouldn't be there if he wasn't burned! 

"H-he-he's f-fine?" Your statement comes out as a question. 

Now you are sure this is a dream. You feel like you're floating, and 
you can't see pretty much _anything._ You pinch yourself, and you 
can't feel anything. You are literally scared for your sanity. A drop 
of sweat rolls down your back. 

Thalia walks over, and relief floods her face. "Oh, I forgot. Oh my 
gods, I thought you were dead, Perce!" She went to punch him in the 
shoulder, and you glare at her. She backed away. 

Percy groans . 

"This- this whole thing. This whole thing is _insane. _I want you- 
whoever the _hell _you are- to get out of my house, and _never _come 
back. And take that weird-ass boy with you!" 

Your usual snarky voice comes back and you stare at them with that 
look that your parents always gave you. 

And the girl has the nerve to stand up and smirk at you. Her eyes 
glint, and even though you have _no _idea what's going on, you can 
tell that you don't scare her in the least. 

She smiles at you (that sickly sweet smile that you're coming to 
despise) and holds up her hand. 



And she snaps her fingers. 

You're confused for that second in which you gather the flowing 
curtains, despite it being the middle of summer with no breeze in 
sights, and the air seems to shimmer with magic. 

And then the girl starts to speak, and you can't look anywhere but 
those blue eyes. 

"You will go to bed, and will go to sleep. In the morning, you will 
wake up, and not remember me or this boy, or the broken light bulb. 
You will be confused for years, and you'll never try to figure out 
what happened today." Her voice (which you definitely despise now) is 
firm and her skin glows a soft silver. 

And you can't remember anything. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><p>You find yourself in your bed, tangled in you sheets. You spit 
some hair out of your mouth and blink the sleep out of your eyes. 
Something is lingering in your mind, and you can't quite remember 
what, but you go downstairs . <p> 

"Morning." You say to your roommate. She grins at you, but her face 
soon falls. "What?" You say groggily. 

Knowing your roommate, it's probably a broken nail or something. 

She grabs you and pulls you into the kitchen. "What happened to that 
light bulb?" 

You look up at the ceiling, and it takes you a while to figure out 
what's happened. 

"Did . . . di-did our... light _explode_?" 

You sigh and look back down. "But there's no broken glass." 

"Then what-" 

"Look. I'm hungry as fuck, and I didn't even get my coffee. I'm also 
feeling _really _sore for some reason, so if you could just leave me 
alone this morning- it is Saturday- then I will be a cheery bitch 
this afternoon and we can puzzle over light bulbs and the ending of 
'Lost' together, okay?" 

Your roommate glares at you. 

You glare back. 

Later that morning, you're sat on your apartment's (tiny and 
in-sufficient) patio and enjoying a cup of coffee, but you're still 
sore and tense. 

And the only thing you can remember are bright blue eyes. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>Sooooo . . . this came out of literally nowhere, and I wrote 



this just on a spree, so if it sucks, plz don't hate me. It is my 
first one-shot . <strong> 


**Please . ** 

**Just to clear this up, this is not a OC/Thalia one-shot, even 
though you probably gathered that . Just in case you thought something 
from the whole 'blue eyes' thing and 'soft silver skin'. Those are 
just the descripty descriptions.** 

**Review are my friends,** 

**They make me happy,** 

**I cant rhyme,** 

**chicken pot pie.** 

* * ~KK* * 


End 
f lie . 



